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To do me good what may prevail,
For I deserve, and not desire,
And still of cold I me bewail,
And raked am in burning fire;
For though I have, such is my lot,
In hand to help that I require,
It helpeth not.

It helpeth not but to increase
That that by proof can be no more)
That is, the heat that cannot cease;
And that I have, to crave so sore.
What wonder is this greedy lust
To ask and have, and yet therefore
Refrain I must I

Refrain I must.    What is the cause?
Sure as they say *So hawks be taught.*
But in my case layeth no such clause,
For with such craft I am not caught.
Wherefore I say, and good cause why,
With hapless hand no man hath caught
Such hap as L
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T HAVE sought long with steadfastness
To have had some ease of my great smart j
But nought availeth faithfulness
To grave within your stony heart.
But hap, and hit, or else hit not,
As uncertain as is the wind;
Right so it fareth by the shot
Of Love, alas, that is so blind.

Therefore I play*d the fool in vaia,
With pity when I first began
Your cruel heart for to constrain,
Since love regardeth no doubtful man.
But of your goodness all your mind
Is that I should complain in vstku
This is the favour that I find:
Ye list to hear how I can plain I